154          THE TALE  OF  BEOWULF

XXXVII. THEY TWO SLAY THE WORM.
BEOWULF IS WOUNDED DEADLY: HE
BIDDETH WIGLAF BEAR OUT THE
TREASURE.

THEN heard I that at need of the high
king of folk
The upright earl made well manifest might,

His craft and his keenness as kind was to him;

The head there he heeded not  (but the hand
burned

Of that man of high mood when he helped his
kinsman),

Whereas he now the hate-guest smote yet a deal
nether,

That warrior  in war-gear,  whereby the  sword
dived,

The plated, of fair hue, and thereby fell the flame

To minish thereafter, and once more the king's
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Wielded his wit, and his slaying-sax drew out,

The bitter and battle-sharp, borne on his byrny;

Asunder the Weder's helm smote the Worm mid-
most;

They felled the fiend, and force drave the life out,

And they twain together had gotten him ending,

Those athelings sib.    E'en such should a man be,